in              WITHIN THE GATES             Va
(The  POLICEWOMAN,  watching them as*
long as possible, goes slowly out.}
BISHOP (appealingly). Why do you keep
silent? Take your chance, take your last
chance; for God's sake take your last chance.
(The YOUNG WHORE sits silent?)
Do you hear me? The offer I have made is a
good offer. In it is peace, and a fair hope of
better things to come. Go on, girl, speak;
make up your mind, make up your mind.
YOUNG WHORE (with hysterical laughter).
Wine's beginning to take effect again. The
old mind must be worn out thinking of such
a wonderful plan. He lifted me up and set me
down in the midst of a holy sisterhood. Re-
fugium peccatorum, but not for me, thank you
kindly. (She bows mockingly to the BISHOP.)
Chained fast to prayer and firm to fasting!
(She puts her face near the BISHOP'S.) Not for
me, thank you kindly!
BISHOP (with intense feeling). What will you
do when your good looks go, and you lose the
means to earn your bread?
YOUNG WHORE (with a snarling look on her
face as she thrusts it close to the BISHOP'S). Die,
I dare say, while you heap up hopes in the
books of a bank, and carry your faith about in
a coffin!
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